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ARTIST STATEMENT
A Statement from 
the Cover Artist:
Emily Ricks
“Colour may be a continuum, but the 
continuum is continuously broken, the 
indivisible endlessly divided. Colour is 
formless but ever formed into patterns 
and shapes. From at least the time of 
Newton, colour has been subjected to 
the discipline of geometry, ordered into 
an endless variety of colour circles, tri-
angles, stars, cubes, cylinders or spheres. 
These shapes always contain divisions 
and these divisions, as often as not, 
contain words.  And with these words, 
colour becomes colours. But what does 
it mean to divide colour into colours? 
Where do the divisions occur? Is it 
possible that these divisions are some-
how internal to colour, that they form a 
part of the nature of colour? Or are they 
imposed on colour by the conventions of 
language and culture?”
 
David Batchelor, Chromophobia p.86
Sequoya Review: 
A History
It was a busy time in the United States in 
1965: Martin Luther King Jr. marched 
25,000 people to the capitol of Alabama; 
the US authorized its first ground combat 
forces in Vietnam; Malcolm X was assas-
sinated; The Who dropped their very first 
album; The Sound of Music was released 
in theaters; and the television soap opera 
Days of Our Lives premiered. It makes 
sense, then, that during this eclectic mo-
ment of history this magazine was born.
When faced with the turbulent world 
that the United States experienced in 
the sixties, many sought to express their 
feelings, protests, and critiques via art or 
the written word. It was a hard life then, 
before you could “tweet” your anxieties 
and recieve instant gratification. At this 
point in time it was called Echo Literary 
Magazine, and it was published quarterly 
up until 1972—imagine, having to wait 
four months before seeing a printed ver-
sion of your words. The audacity! 
In 1975, this magazine was officially 
renamed Sequoya Review, which would 
serve as the permanent title for at least 
the next forty years. It is doubtful that 
the title will be changed in the future, 
for it both honors an important Cherokee 
contributor to the publishing realm, and 
because we have invested a fair amount of 
money in Sequoya Review buttons. 
In all seriousness, this is a splendid 
publication. It has always been a fearless 
publisher of true and honest works from 
a variety of majors. It remains the hub 
of political, social, and cultural com-
mentary that is was during its inception 
in 1965, while continuing to showcase 
the f lourishing artistic abilties of this 
university. We are incredibly proud to say 
that the Sequoya Review is something that 
can be enjoyed no matter your field or 
background, which is something we are so 
incredibly proud to say.
So please, pull up a seat, and welcome us 
into your lives. 
SEQUOYA REVIEW
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Unknown
Jonah Stokes
It wasn’t until I realized the time that I began to question my reality. It is during lonely 
walks, late at night, that I let paranoia get the best of me. Fear takes its toll.
1:38 am. I hear my mother’s voice inside my head screaming at me to get to safety, yet 
I do not run. I don’t think that I will be the one to be attacked on this cold, desolate 
night.
Faggot!
I hear behind me. I quickly turn around to see a dark city street. 
“Church St.” The green road sign is illuminated by the light of a nearby street lamp. I 
notice a swarm of moths fighting each other for the warmth of the street lamp. I see 
myself in those moths; always aiming to find the light at the end of the tunnel.
Burn in Hell!
I hear a preacher yell from the other end of the street.
“Who’s there?” I scream.
Silence. A distant ambulance screams in another part of the city. I can’t help but to 
think who they are trying to save. A mother? A father? A child? A man? A woman? A 
person in between? A gay man? 
No. Nobody would strive to save someone wasting their life, living in sickness. Nobody 
cares about the voices of the damned.
I continue walking. I know somebody is hiding, waiting to destroy my body, avoiding 
the light. 
I sense a presence to my right. My heart drops. It’s a man. He’s here to kill me. He 
plans on tackling me, beating me, and punching me until my eyes are swollen and the 
taste of blood fills my esophagus. After, he plans on calling up his buddies to discuss 
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how he blessed the world is with on less “faggot;” one less “thing.” I turn and see my 
dull ref lection in a window of a suit shop.
I stop and look at the man in the mirror. His dark hair is upkept, parted slightly to the 
right. He wears a polka dot bow tie tied tight around his white shirt collar. His shoes 
are shined; his pants rolled. His face is defined; clean-shaven. 
 
His face terrifies me.
Its face.
Its eyebrows are slightly arched inward; raised like its hope to safely make it home. Its 
eyes are wide like the options it should have been given if its lifestyle had not been so 
obvious, yet not obvious enough. The hazel eyes shine brightly in the darkness. Its 
mouth is slightly ajar, as expected.
Fucking Die, Queers!
Our heads dart around, searching for the scream, coming from everywhere. I begin to 
run. The other thing disappears as we bolt down the street.
They got it, a captured moth destined for darkness.
Run with swagger! The voice of a scared little boy cries out to me.
Stand up straight, but not too straight.
Sit with your legs apart. Make it known you are the epitome of masculinity.
Play Sports!
Sweat beats on my forehead.
Pack any fudge lately, fag! The voice of one of the many wretches of my childhood antag-
onize my mind. I can’t tell if this is just in mind. I feel as if I am going to be torn apart 
by these past antagonists. I feel as if I am being chased off of the ledge toward obscurity. 
Maybe if I was a hairdresser, I could be accepted as a supporting role in a sitcom; never 
a main character. Maybe if I accepted the stereotype, I could find eternity. Maybe if 
I dressed myself in leather and fishnets, wore extravagant hats and jewelry, had many 
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girlfriends who call me for fashion advice, and never found true love, I could finally be 
an object. Your GBF. 
But I will never be any of those things. 
GOD HATES FAGS! REPENT! is posted on a billboard in the distance. The words 
are also etched in my skin, mind, and demeanor. They are tattooed in every sexually 
obscured male, female, and “other” (as written in every job application). 
I run, my dress shoes collecting smudge from the wet pavement. The first raindrop of 
the upcoming rain hits the top of my combed hair.
YEAH, that’s right, run faggot!
The voice is my father’s now. He screams at me like he did in the past. 
I didn’t raise you like this.
My mother cries in my head. I can’t help but to wonder how she raised me. Maybe I am 
not the person she wanted me to be. I arrive at my apartment, and I cannot tell if she is 
there or not.
I enter my tiny apartment, slamming the door behind me. The door creates a vibration 
that reverberates through the whole building. Nobody will notice.
Marriage is supposed to be between a man and a woman.
Why is there a politician in my apartment? I feel as if he wants me to support marriage 
conformity, not equality.
My head aches. I can feel the veins popping out of my skin. My heart pounds in my 
chest.
My brain is destructive. I feel the swelling of the mental organ scratching the inside of 
my skull. A single moth f loats toward the bright light over the sink in my bathroom. It 
f lies too fast into the light and cracks its neck. I see the luxurious wings of the moth 
f loat into the bowl of my porcelain sink. 
I smack my head. Hard.
Kill yourself and do the world a favor.
Apart from what others think. My sexuality does not determine my personality. It does 
not become the center of my existence. I am not a Gay man. 
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I.
 Am.
    A.
            Man. 
I smack my head again. Harder. My ears ring. 
I smash down hard, my head hitting the pristine sink. I raise up and see drops of blood 
dripping onto the whiteness. I gaze into the mirror, my ref lection blurred by the ringing 
in my head. The man in the mirror is crying out to me in pain. 
Why? He whispers. 
I smash my head against the sink. 
Again.
  Again.
Done.
I fall onto the cold f loor; head ringing. I cry, but there is no sound. My breath is heavy, 
wild.
I will live on. 
 
The moth that fell into the sink, resurrected, f lies up from the bottom of the bowl, 
drops of blood staining its majestic wings.  The rain trickles down. How is a moth 
supposed to f ly in the rain? Its neck dangles down; snapped. 
It slowly makes its way toward the darkness of the outside world.
Jonah Stokes
WRITING
12 13SEQUOYA REVIEW
girlfriends who call me for fashion advice, and never found true love, I could finally be 
an object. Your GBF. 
But I will never be any of those things. 
GOD HATES FAGS! REPENT! is posted on a billboard in the distance. The words 
are also etched in my skin, mind, and demeanor. They are tattooed in every sexually 
obscured male, female, and “other” (as written in every job application). 
I run, my dress shoes collecting smudge from the wet pavement. The first raindrop of 
the upcoming rain hits the top of my combed hair.
YEAH, that’s right, run faggot!
The voice is my father’s now. He screams at me like he did in the past. 
I didn’t raise you like this.
My mother cries in my head. I can’t help but to wonder how she raised me. Maybe I am 
not the person she wanted me to be. I arrive at my apartment, and I cannot tell if she is 
there or not.
I enter my tiny apartment, slamming the door behind me. The door creates a vibration 
that reverberates through the whole building. Nobody will notice.
Marriage is supposed to be between a man and a woman.
Why is there a politician in my apartment? I feel as if he wants me to support marriage 
conformity, not equality.
My head aches. I can feel the veins popping out of my skin. My heart pounds in my 
chest.
My brain is destructive. I feel the swelling of the mental organ scratching the inside of 
my skull. A single moth f loats toward the bright light over the sink in my bathroom. It 
f lies too fast into the light and cracks its neck. I see the luxurious wings of the moth 
f loat into the bowl of my porcelain sink. 
I smack my head. Hard.
Kill yourself and do the world a favor.
Apart from what others think. My sexuality does not determine my personality. It does 
not become the center of my existence. I am not a Gay man. 
Jo
na
h S
tok
es
WRITING 
SEQUOYA REVIEW
I.
 Am.
    A.
            Man. 
I smack my head again. Harder. My ears ring. 
I smash down hard, my head hitting the pristine sink. I raise up and see drops of blood 
dripping onto the whiteness. I gaze into the mirror, my ref lection blurred by the ringing 
in my head. The man in the mirror is crying out to me in pain. 
Why? He whispers. 
I smash my head against the sink. 
Again.
  Again.
Done.
I fall onto the cold f loor; head ringing. I cry, but there is no sound. My breath is heavy, 
wild.
I will live on. 
 
The moth that fell into the sink, resurrected, f lies up from the bottom of the bowl, 
drops of blood staining its majestic wings.  The rain trickles down. How is a moth 
supposed to f ly in the rain? Its neck dangles down; snapped. 
It slowly makes its way toward the darkness of the outside world.
Jonah Stokes
WRITING
14 15
Arrangements
Brooks Mendenhall
When I’m dead  
do whatever with the body 
but put a pot of coffee on in the kitchen 
any kitchen 
bring everyone into the room and 
let the smell fill the space between
those gathered  
some standing some sitting 
we will be closer for it  
move somewhere else  
and play Banshee Beat  
over speakers 
please no one talk 
close your eyes when Avey sings 
I’ ll bet he needs a shower 
then go outside and look 
directly into the sun 
try to understand time 
as a human invention 
and that the first law of  
thermodynamics requires  
that we are together still 
no matter the composition 
and if you can find it in you 
please everyone be kind 
for a little while
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Familiar
Brooks Mendenhall
I slide from my hesitant normalcy 
into ease of conversation  
when I have enough to drink  
like toothpaste from a new tube 
thinking I am who I am 
in this web of good intentions 
all loudly vibrating 
on spring front porch evening 
before bugs have returned 
from wherever they are exiled 
in those months that leaves crunch 
underfoot in tender and still 
deciduous forest 
we gathered just moments before 
to eat tacos and drink  
from brown glass bottles  
that must have been pulled 
from sunken ship 
treasure chest  
comically large 
cervezas 
right as restaurant closed  
inconveniencing a short  
patient Hispanic man 
who called me my friend 
but who will never be my friend 
mainly by my own doing 
or lack thereof 
and general sober hesitancy 
to sense connection  
but now on red overturned milk crate  
with heart palpitating 
in time to Jimi guitar licks 
paced by gas station convenient 
but watery and yet somehow 
still hip in red white blue 
aluminum can 
delicious cold beer 
I am surrounded by the golden buzz 
of friendship  
and feel purple sureness 
simmering up from toes 
as I scan horizon of faces  
all smiling and glorious  
Brooks M
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Down and Up
Michael Beard
He was at the pinnacle of success
And, although immediate,
Was ecstatic of it.
Ignoring the criticism and
Having no need in
Implementing effort,
He was completely content with
Bathing in his fame.
He was
Neglecting his fortune,
Rather than
Appreciating it, and
Was taking his prosperity for granted while
He never
Actually felt grateful.
He
Had spent enough time down,
Embracing the fact that he
Had overnight success. However,
Despite the understanding that he
Acted foolishly careless,
He at first thought it did not matter and
Continued to his old habits,
For whatever reason.
Then, his fortune quickly came
To a definitive end.
His aspirations were repressed
Following his downfall.
He believed he was nothing
And thought he would never amount to anything.
He was in the deepest chasm of failure
[Now read from bottom to top] 
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I slowly open my eyes. How is it that all I want to do is sleep right after I wake up? I 
look at my phone. It’s already five past noon. I unlock my phone and respond to the 
messages I’d received during my slumber. Sorry Meshia, I don’t have your hat. Yes, I’ ll be 
back in Knoxville soon, dad. If you give me 20 mins to get my morning started I’ ll get lunch 
with y’all.
I sat up, don my glasses, and sleepily survey the small sty I call my bedroom. Sunbeams 
illuminate the dirty clothes scattered on the ground. I probably should have done 
laundry three days ago. I slip out of bed and into a pair of shorts. I begin the trek out 
to the porch, my feet just barely leaving the f loor. Once out of the door, I slump into 
the camping chair overlooking my street. My mouth finds a stoge: a Turkish Royal, 
of course. A Chevy Suburban crawls over the all too familiar speed bumps in front of 
my apartment. Damn, that car is too nice to be here. I could hear people yelling and 
screaming over the volleyball game at the nearby court. I wish they would shut the fuck 
up; sensible people are trying to determine if going back to sleep is an option. As the 
smoke tars my lungs, my phone vibrates: a group text this time. Have any of you started 
your paper? 
 
OH SHIT.  
 
I burn down the rest of my cig and smother the filter in the already over-f lowing 
ashtray. My mind should be racing, but I’m still too groggy to comprehend the gravity 
of my situation. I make my way back inside; still slow, but awake enough to pick up my 
feet. What the hell am I supposed to do for this damn paper? Whatever. I amble into 
the bathroom and brush my teeth. I find a mostly clean shirt in my room and slip on 
some sandals. I walk out the door again and do a vitals check. Phone? Check. Wallet? 
Check. Keys? Check. I set out down the stairs and unleash my listlessness on the world. 
12:45 pm.
 
Why doesn’t this place EVER have anything I want to eat? The cafeteria is always sad 
on Sundays; today is no exception. The first thing I notice is the lack of bowls. Next, I 
find that there is also a suspicious lack of cups for the fountain machine. As usual, the 
“entrée” selection fails to appear appetizing. I move over to the pizza section to evaluate 
How to Write a Paper 
Michael Boehm
M
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Michael Beard
He was at the pinnacle of success
And, although immediate,
Was ecstatic of it.
Ignoring the criticism and
Having no need in
Implementing effort,
He was completely content with
Bathing in his fame.
He was
Neglecting his fortune,
Rather than
Appreciating it, and
Was taking his prosperity for granted while
He never
Actually felt grateful.
He
Had spent enough time down,
Embracing the fact that he
Had overnight success. However,
Despite the understanding that he
Acted foolishly careless,
He at first thought it did not matter and
Continued to his old habits,
For whatever reason.
Then, his fortune quickly came
To a definitive end.
His aspirations were repressed
Following his downfall.
He believed he was nothing
And thought he would never amount to anything.
He was in the deepest chasm of failure
[Now read from bottom to top] 
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I slowly open my eyes. How is it that all I want to do is sleep right after I wake up? I 
look at my phone. It’s already five past noon. I unlock my phone and respond to the 
messages I’d received during my slumber. Sorry Meshia, I don’t have your hat. Yes, I’ ll be 
back in Knoxville soon, dad. If you give me 20 mins to get my morning started I’ ll get lunch 
with y’all.
I sat up, don my glasses, and sleepily survey the small sty I call my bedroom. Sunbeams 
illuminate the dirty clothes scattered on the ground. I probably should have done 
laundry three days ago. I slip out of bed and into a pair of shorts. I begin the trek out 
to the porch, my feet just barely leaving the f loor. Once out of the door, I slump into 
the camping chair overlooking my street. My mouth finds a stoge: a Turkish Royal, 
of course. A Chevy Suburban crawls over the all too familiar speed bumps in front of 
my apartment. Damn, that car is too nice to be here. I could hear people yelling and 
screaming over the volleyball game at the nearby court. I wish they would shut the fuck 
up; sensible people are trying to determine if going back to sleep is an option. As the 
smoke tars my lungs, my phone vibrates: a group text this time. Have any of you started 
your paper? 
 
OH SHIT.  
 
I burn down the rest of my cig and smother the filter in the already over-f lowing 
ashtray. My mind should be racing, but I’m still too groggy to comprehend the gravity 
of my situation. I make my way back inside; still slow, but awake enough to pick up my 
feet. What the hell am I supposed to do for this damn paper? Whatever. I amble into 
the bathroom and brush my teeth. I find a mostly clean shirt in my room and slip on 
some sandals. I walk out the door again and do a vitals check. Phone? Check. Wallet? 
Check. Keys? Check. I set out down the stairs and unleash my listlessness on the world. 
12:45 pm.
 
Why doesn’t this place EVER have anything I want to eat? The cafeteria is always sad 
on Sundays; today is no exception. The first thing I notice is the lack of bowls. Next, I 
find that there is also a suspicious lack of cups for the fountain machine. As usual, the 
“entrée” selection fails to appear appetizing. I move over to the pizza section to evaluate 
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today’s pies. I sit down with a few friends and two slices of limp pizza. All I want is 
some cereal. “Lunch” is my breakfast anyway, right?  Despite my trepidation, I wolf 
down the subpar pizza and quickly look for more food. I settle on peanut butter cookies. 
I sat back down with my friends, and we devolve into the typical chatter about what 
other people are doing today, what we’re planning on doing, seeking advice on potential 
romantic interests, and how excited we are for summer. The earworm reminds me that 
I have a paper to do, so I look at the time: 3 pm. How the hell is it already 3?! I decide I 
ought to try to get started, so I finish my food and go back to my apartment. 
 
I walk into my apartment and immediately lay down on the couch. There is no way in 
hell I’m writing this paper right now. The cafeteria “food” sits heavy in my stomach. I 
ache all over and want to curl up and sleep forever. I settle for tea instead. I turn on 
the burner to boil the water and walk outside for another cig. Incidentally, smoking a 
cigarette when you already feel like shit doesn’t help. At any rate, I finish my cig and 
dispose of it the same way I had my first this morning. I go back inside to find that I 
turned on the wrong burner, and now my day-old spaghetti sauce is starting to pop. 
God fucking dammit. I quickly switch the kettle with the saucepan. Should I clean up 
the saucepan? Nah, if I start cleaning this I’ll have to do all the dishes, and I already 
have to do laundry and a paper, so fuck that. A few moments after this string of bach-
elor thoughts the kettle whistles, and I make my tea: cream and sugar, English style. 
Now it’s 3:30. I guzzle my tea and pass out.
 
I wake up for the second time today at 6. Mom’s voice in my head tells me I should have 
eaten a more nutritious meal and gone to bed earlier the day before. Even when my 
parents are figments of my imagination, I tend to rebel. After about an hour of playing 
with my phone, I realize she was right. I leave my apartment and buy the most nutri-
tious option available to me: a burrito with guacamole. I finish my meal slowly. I know 
that the only thing left to do after eating is write my damn paper.
 
Coffee. How can such tiny beans contain so much energy, thought, creativity, and 
lifeblood? I certainly need all of these things for the road ahead. I walk into Starbucks 
and the barista has already marked up my cup: grande cappuccino. When you become 
a regular somewhere there is a certain degree of disappointment in yourself. Do I really 
come here so often the barista knows what I want before I walk in? No matter, coffee is 
what will give me the power to write my damn paper.
 
8:30 pm. 
 
I return to my typical study spot. For the purposes of schoolwork, this study spot is a 
double-edged sword. On one hand, not many people have access to it. On the other 
hand, the people that do have access to it are all far too interesting to forgo conversation. 
Regardless, I am setting out on my quest. I open my laptop, create a blank Word doc-
ument, and then go to YouTube. I don’t have any music on my laptop, and I think this 
process will be much easier if I’m listening to some of my favorite songs. I find the lyric 
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video for Kendrick Lamar’s “Money Trees” and watch it. Three times. I spend the next 
hour analyzing Kendrick’s lyrical style. Dammit, why can’t I write about rap instead of 
copying the style of some book I hadn’t heard of until I was forced to read it? 
 
9:23 pm.
 
I have a habit of extensively prewriting. Normally it’s a good thing, but I got a B on a 
recent U.S. History test because I spent too much time outlining and didn’t finish the 
essay. I’m spending an unhealthy amount of time outlining for this paper too. At this 
point, I’m just procrastinating by doing work. How the hell did I get to be so bad? This 
thought bounces around my head for a while as I doodle and listen to more rap.
 
Allow me to give you a brief aside to talk about the pineal gland of the brain. Ab-Soul 
is a rapper signed on to Kendrick Lamar’s record label, Top Dawg Entertainment. One 
of the focuses of his career is the inner third eye. It was believed by ancient Sumerians, 
and then the Egyptians, that the pineal gland is this third eye that allows us to see the 
connections of the universe. Descartes explains in The Passions of the Soul that the 
pineal gland is the physical resting place of the soul. In Hindu spiritual practices such 
as yoga, the pineal gland is considered to be the seat of enlightenment. My procrasti-
natory abilities are not practiced in vain; I’m one step closer to enlightenment because I 
learned a lot about the pinecone-shaped pineal gland.
 
Two cigarettes and an hour later, I finally start my paper. The outline I’ve written 
almost directly translates into my introductory paragraph. Maybe prewriting can be 
useful! My mind is racing with ideas now. If I can write a good introduction, the rest of 
the paper is easy; all I have to do is follow the introduction. If I had just started writing 
the damn paper I wouldn’t have had it f loating over my head all day. I write the best 
intro paragraph in the world. It isn’t this one; this one is just a tribute to that beautiful 
paragraph that set up my essay better than any other I had ever written. Then, I make 
the mistake of looking at the time. 
 
Oh shit, it’s already midnight. I have at least 1,200 more words to write, and I still have 
to wake up for class tomorrow. I can’t sleep through class again; I’m supposed to be a 
fucking adult! I need to finish this paper soon. The words begin to f low through my 
fingers. My furious writing strikes a staccato rhythm on the keyboard, typing the next 
word faster than I can register its meaning. I’m typing so fast that I pass the minimum 
word count and haven’t yet run out of things to add.
 
1:30 am. 
Finally, I conclude my paper. The journey has been long and hard fought. I learned 
more about myself than the subject of the paper. I go online and turn in my master-
piece, my final paper for the semester. I walk home from my favorite study spot, light a 
cigarette, and then go to bed. 
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today’s pies. I sit down with a few friends and two slices of limp pizza. All I want is 
some cereal. “Lunch” is my breakfast anyway, right?  Despite my trepidation, I wolf 
down the subpar pizza and quickly look for more food. I settle on peanut butter cookies. 
I sat back down with my friends, and we devolve into the typical chatter about what 
other people are doing today, what we’re planning on doing, seeking advice on potential 
romantic interests, and how excited we are for summer. The earworm reminds me that 
I have a paper to do, so I look at the time: 3 pm. How the hell is it already 3?! I decide I 
ought to try to get started, so I finish my food and go back to my apartment. 
 
I walk into my apartment and immediately lay down on the couch. There is no way in 
hell I’m writing this paper right now. The cafeteria “food” sits heavy in my stomach. I 
ache all over and want to curl up and sleep forever. I settle for tea instead. I turn on 
the burner to boil the water and walk outside for another cig. Incidentally, smoking a 
cigarette when you already feel like shit doesn’t help. At any rate, I finish my cig and 
dispose of it the same way I had my first this morning. I go back inside to find that I 
turned on the wrong burner, and now my day-old spaghetti sauce is starting to pop. 
God fucking dammit. I quickly switch the kettle with the saucepan. Should I clean up 
the saucepan? Nah, if I start cleaning this I’ll have to do all the dishes, and I already 
have to do laundry and a paper, so fuck that. A few moments after this string of bach-
elor thoughts the kettle whistles, and I make my tea: cream and sugar, English style. 
Now it’s 3:30. I guzzle my tea and pass out.
 
I wake up for the second time today at 6. Mom’s voice in my head tells me I should have 
eaten a more nutritious meal and gone to bed earlier the day before. Even when my 
parents are figments of my imagination, I tend to rebel. After about an hour of playing 
with my phone, I realize she was right. I leave my apartment and buy the most nutri-
tious option available to me: a burrito with guacamole. I finish my meal slowly. I know 
that the only thing left to do after eating is write my damn paper.
 
Coffee. How can such tiny beans contain so much energy, thought, creativity, and 
lifeblood? I certainly need all of these things for the road ahead. I walk into Starbucks 
and the barista has already marked up my cup: grande cappuccino. When you become 
a regular somewhere there is a certain degree of disappointment in yourself. Do I really 
come here so often the barista knows what I want before I walk in? No matter, coffee is 
what will give me the power to write my damn paper.
 
8:30 pm. 
 
I return to my typical study spot. For the purposes of schoolwork, this study spot is a 
double-edged sword. On one hand, not many people have access to it. On the other 
hand, the people that do have access to it are all far too interesting to forgo conversation. 
Regardless, I am setting out on my quest. I open my laptop, create a blank Word doc-
ument, and then go to YouTube. I don’t have any music on my laptop, and I think this 
process will be much easier if I’m listening to some of my favorite songs. I find the lyric 
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video for Kendrick Lamar’s “Money Trees” and watch it. Three times. I spend the next 
hour analyzing Kendrick’s lyrical style. Dammit, why can’t I write about rap instead of 
copying the style of some book I hadn’t heard of until I was forced to read it? 
 
9:23 pm.
 
I have a habit of extensively prewriting. Normally it’s a good thing, but I got a B on a 
recent U.S. History test because I spent too much time outlining and didn’t finish the 
essay. I’m spending an unhealthy amount of time outlining for this paper too. At this 
point, I’m just procrastinating by doing work. How the hell did I get to be so bad? This 
thought bounces around my head for a while as I doodle and listen to more rap.
 
Allow me to give you a brief aside to talk about the pineal gland of the brain. Ab-Soul 
is a rapper signed on to Kendrick Lamar’s record label, Top Dawg Entertainment. One 
of the focuses of his career is the inner third eye. It was believed by ancient Sumerians, 
and then the Egyptians, that the pineal gland is this third eye that allows us to see the 
connections of the universe. Descartes explains in The Passions of the Soul that the 
pineal gland is the physical resting place of the soul. In Hindu spiritual practices such 
as yoga, the pineal gland is considered to be the seat of enlightenment. My procrasti-
natory abilities are not practiced in vain; I’m one step closer to enlightenment because I 
learned a lot about the pinecone-shaped pineal gland.
 
Two cigarettes and an hour later, I finally start my paper. The outline I’ve written 
almost directly translates into my introductory paragraph. Maybe prewriting can be 
useful! My mind is racing with ideas now. If I can write a good introduction, the rest of 
the paper is easy; all I have to do is follow the introduction. If I had just started writing 
the damn paper I wouldn’t have had it f loating over my head all day. I write the best 
intro paragraph in the world. It isn’t this one; this one is just a tribute to that beautiful 
paragraph that set up my essay better than any other I had ever written. Then, I make 
the mistake of looking at the time. 
 
Oh shit, it’s already midnight. I have at least 1,200 more words to write, and I still have 
to wake up for class tomorrow. I can’t sleep through class again; I’m supposed to be a 
fucking adult! I need to finish this paper soon. The words begin to f low through my 
fingers. My furious writing strikes a staccato rhythm on the keyboard, typing the next 
word faster than I can register its meaning. I’m typing so fast that I pass the minimum 
word count and haven’t yet run out of things to add.
 
1:30 am. 
Finally, I conclude my paper. The journey has been long and hard fought. I learned 
more about myself than the subject of the paper. I go online and turn in my master-
piece, my final paper for the semester. I walk home from my favorite study spot, light a 
cigarette, and then go to bed. 
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Two Minutes 
Until Pardon 
Jared Steinman
08-24-2017. 11:58 PM EST.
[11:13 PM] Call center received an incoming communication regarding 
a hostile situation unfolding at 496 Edwards Ave. (a family-owned
pharmacy); the caller self-identified as a Mr. Wheeler, the owner.
A hooded male, approximately 5”4’, barefoot, and wielding 
a kitchen knife, was collecting pills from a Mrs. James, the daughter 
of Mr. Wheeler. Officers McGill and Anderson responded [11:15 PM].
Upon arriving at the scene [11:18 PM], Officers McGill and Anderson identified
a Hispanic male, crossing the pharmacy parking lot at speed with his hands
in his pockets. When asked to halt, the suspect f led. McGill pursued on foot, and
Officer Anderson headed for the pharmacy. Officer McGill apprehended the 
suspect at 399 Edwards Ave. He held the suspect at gunpoint and radioed for 
assistance [11:20 PM]. By this time, Officer Anderson had entered the pharmacy,
and apprehended a Mr. Arnold, approximately 5”4’, barefoot, wielding 
a kitchen knife, and collecting pills from a Mrs. James, the daughter
of the owner. He responded to Officer McGill [11:21 PM], and told him as much.
Officer McGill holstered his weapon, and informed the suspect that they 
had made a mistake [11:22 PM]. McGill then asked the suspect why he had run, to 
which the suspect simply removed his shirt and turned his back, revealing
scars that wrapped roots deep around his spine—bloomed terrible f lowers like a 
Georgia magnolia strangled by hundred-year-old rope. Policia, he said. In my 
country, pointing now at his tree and its many crooked branches, Policia. [11:25 PM].
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The Valley People
Caroline Luiken
SEQUOYA REVIEW
Sometimes I can spot
the silhouette of mountains at night.
At first – all black, but then
a trail of stars is interrupted by
a crescent of cliffs and peaks that
wrap their arms around me.
Sometimes they whisper
terrible things.
Today I can’t help but feel
trapped between their mocking glances –
until I have no choice but to
mingle with the ghosts of valley-people
who have traced the same horizon
with their callused fingertips
and have it branded on their tombstones. 
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This is the first time I’m writing to you. I’ve recently asked myself whether doing this 
would be submitting to insanity, but even more recently I’ve stopped caring. It felt 
weird drawing that line in the greeting, like purposely misspelling a word or putting a 
t-shirt on backwards. There should be a name where that line sits, but you weren’t given 
one. Everyone deserves at least that: a name. I hate that you don’t have one.
 
I’ve been willingly carrying you around with me to serve as motivation, my unknown 
sibling, to always do better in spite of the possibility that you may have been a better 
person than I could ever be. That’s not because I need to be better than you, but rather 
because I don’t want your life to be wasted for a second time. I don’t want any collateral 
damage to inf lict upon you as well if my life were to be wasted, which is a selfishness I 
need to keep your name, or lack thereof, clean as a blank slate. A couple of my friends 
have told me that bearing you in mind is unhealthy, that carrying you as a burden adds 
unnecessary worry to life, but I don’t see it that way. You’re not a burden at all, but rath-
er an essential presence to keep me on the right course, like bumper rails lining bowling 
lanes that keep the gutter empty. I just wanted you to know that.
 
I still don’t know why you were miscarried, why instead of having the chance to live, 
you allowed me to have the chance to live. I don’t understand what natural causes paved 
the way, what great benefactor gave its almighty stamp of approval — if there even is 
a great benefactor to do so. These questions that you innocently plant in my mind like 
sunflower seeds trouble me, since they cease to blossom into solutions of your enig-
matic sacrifice (I hate to use that word to describe you, and yet it’s the most accurate). 
I acknowledge the fact that if you were indeed born, I never would have been, since I 
myself have no other siblings. Our parents had their minds set on only one.
Mom and Dad are fine, by the way. They’re still adjusting to the changes that come 
with college and nearing retirement, but they’re taking the changes exceedingly well, I 
think. Mom doesn’t think about you often, if at all, but that’s because the past is the 
past for her. She doesn’t hang onto it — but maybe that’s because she needed to forget 
the overwhelming injustice that loomed like sour perfume. As for Dad, the past is the 
past for him, too, even more so I think. He rarely brings up his childhood, let alone 
you. I haven’t asked him whether he thinks of you, but considering that our Mom 
explains that “he’s had a tough life,” I think it’s safe to assume that his mind is occu-
Dear                   , 
Michael Beard
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pied by other thoughts. I have trouble understanding why they don’t wonder though, 
wonder about all the possible outcomes you could have become if you had the luxury 
of breathing air and walking sidewalks. Mom and I have talked about you twice, once 
when I first learned about you at ten-years-old and the other time when I was seventeen. 
“But I didn’t have a connection with it like I had with you,” she explained to me both 
times with confidence like two plus two equals four. She must have not wanted to risk 
upsetting me. I appreciate her caring and thoughtful gesture, but I must be misunder-
standing something. I can’t fathom someone ceasing to have a connection with a child 
growing inside them. She also believes that “everything happens for a reason.” I still 
don’t know if everything does actually happen for a reason or if the phrase itself is just a 
euphemistic way of convincing to cope with unexpected tragedy.
People that have siblings always tell me that I should be thankful for what I have, being 
an only child and all. It’s interesting to me that often these people focus on two aspects: 
the material or the personal. As for the materialistic component, I couldn’t care any less 
about getting more things that I could possibly want because there isn’t any amount of 
materials that would outweigh the possibility of you being here with me. More clothes 
couldn’t give me advice on what to do when I liked a girl. My GameCube couldn’t help 
me with my schoolwork. These objects couldn’t give me the connection I wanted that 
you could have. As for the personal aspect, they complain that their siblings are “so an-
noying.” I just silently ask myself if they could honestly wish their sibling to never exist 
based purely on familial annoyance? That thinking just doesn’t add up to me — same 
goes for their materialistic outlook. These people are the ones who should be thankful 
for not what they have, but who.
It was my birthday this past Sunday. You would have been about a year older than 
me. Sometimes when I can’t seem to fall asleep at night, I stare up at the ceiling and 
let it be the screen that my mind projects another reality on, a reality where you and 
I are both living.  I imagine all of the advice I think you would have given me, all the 
hearty laughs, and all the instances of silence saturated with sorrow. I imagine that 
while leaves rest in our backyard under the midnight sky, you shuff le into my room 
asking, “Have you ever thought about why people laugh?” and me replying, “Please go 
back to sleep” jokingly, chuckles interrupting each syllable. I imagine you sharing your 
favorite bands with me, excitedly asking, “Have you heard of The Symposium and their 
new album? Or heard of Ceramic Animal? They’re so good!” I think of all of fights we 
would have had, all the secrets we could have kept and all of the silly childhood games 
we could have made up. I imagine not only me going through life with you, but you 
going through life with me too. 
As I write this, it will be the anniversary of our grandfather’s death in eighteen days. 
During the summer months between the elementary school years, he and I would sit 
down at the fold-up table in the outdoor patio and I would help him complete his word 
search books. I would always try to race him, trying to find words I sometimes didn’t 
SEQUOYA REVIEW
WRITING
M
ichael Beard
22 23
This is the first time I’m writing to you. I’ve recently asked myself whether doing this 
would be submitting to insanity, but even more recently I’ve stopped caring. It felt 
weird drawing that line in the greeting, like purposely misspelling a word or putting a 
t-shirt on backwards. There should be a name where that line sits, but you weren’t given 
one. Everyone deserves at least that: a name. I hate that you don’t have one.
 
I’ve been willingly carrying you around with me to serve as motivation, my unknown 
sibling, to always do better in spite of the possibility that you may have been a better 
person than I could ever be. That’s not because I need to be better than you, but rather 
because I don’t want your life to be wasted for a second time. I don’t want any collateral 
damage to inf lict upon you as well if my life were to be wasted, which is a selfishness I 
need to keep your name, or lack thereof, clean as a blank slate. A couple of my friends 
have told me that bearing you in mind is unhealthy, that carrying you as a burden adds 
unnecessary worry to life, but I don’t see it that way. You’re not a burden at all, but rath-
er an essential presence to keep me on the right course, like bumper rails lining bowling 
lanes that keep the gutter empty. I just wanted you to know that.
 
I still don’t know why you were miscarried, why instead of having the chance to live, 
you allowed me to have the chance to live. I don’t understand what natural causes paved 
the way, what great benefactor gave its almighty stamp of approval — if there even is 
a great benefactor to do so. These questions that you innocently plant in my mind like 
sunflower seeds trouble me, since they cease to blossom into solutions of your enig-
matic sacrifice (I hate to use that word to describe you, and yet it’s the most accurate). 
I acknowledge the fact that if you were indeed born, I never would have been, since I 
myself have no other siblings. Our parents had their minds set on only one.
Mom and Dad are fine, by the way. They’re still adjusting to the changes that come 
with college and nearing retirement, but they’re taking the changes exceedingly well, I 
think. Mom doesn’t think about you often, if at all, but that’s because the past is the 
past for her. She doesn’t hang onto it — but maybe that’s because she needed to forget 
the overwhelming injustice that loomed like sour perfume. As for Dad, the past is the 
past for him, too, even more so I think. He rarely brings up his childhood, let alone 
you. I haven’t asked him whether he thinks of you, but considering that our Mom 
explains that “he’s had a tough life,” I think it’s safe to assume that his mind is occu-
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pied by other thoughts. I have trouble understanding why they don’t wonder though, 
wonder about all the possible outcomes you could have become if you had the luxury 
of breathing air and walking sidewalks. Mom and I have talked about you twice, once 
when I first learned about you at ten-years-old and the other time when I was seventeen. 
“But I didn’t have a connection with it like I had with you,” she explained to me both 
times with confidence like two plus two equals four. She must have not wanted to risk 
upsetting me. I appreciate her caring and thoughtful gesture, but I must be misunder-
standing something. I can’t fathom someone ceasing to have a connection with a child 
growing inside them. She also believes that “everything happens for a reason.” I still 
don’t know if everything does actually happen for a reason or if the phrase itself is just a 
euphemistic way of convincing to cope with unexpected tragedy.
People that have siblings always tell me that I should be thankful for what I have, being 
an only child and all. It’s interesting to me that often these people focus on two aspects: 
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based purely on familial annoyance? That thinking just doesn’t add up to me — same 
goes for their materialistic outlook. These people are the ones who should be thankful 
for not what they have, but who.
It was my birthday this past Sunday. You would have been about a year older than 
me. Sometimes when I can’t seem to fall asleep at night, I stare up at the ceiling and 
let it be the screen that my mind projects another reality on, a reality where you and 
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As I write this, it will be the anniversary of our grandfather’s death in eighteen days. 
During the summer months between the elementary school years, he and I would sit 
down at the fold-up table in the outdoor patio and I would help him complete his word 
search books. I would always try to race him, trying to find words I sometimes didn’t 
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even know. When I did beat him, he would always smile and say, “Hey, how ‘bout that. 
Good job, Scoot,” (that’s my nickname by the way, because when I was a baby, I would 
scoot around the carpet rather than crawl like a normal baby would). After achieving 
victory, I would always give a quick smile and go immediately onto the next word to try 
and beat him again. One thing I surely take after him is that we didn’t have to speak in 
order to enjoy each other’s company. We were both content with letting the concealed 
words on the page converse for us. It was a friendly rivalry between him and me with 
those word searches. They were such a joy. I wish you too could have experienced that 
with us.
I don’t know what else to say, so I’ll just end it here. I know this conversation between 
the two of us will inevitably be one-sided, but that’s okay. I have a feeling you would 
have been a great listener anyway.
I’ll be thinking about you.
Love,
Your Little Brother 
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My Love Eats Clichés 
For Breakfast 
Olivia Henninger
While I curl into the window seat 
 with my f lannel bottoms and off-brand cereal,
My love enters the kitchen blinking off sleep,
Smiles in my direction, and pours into his bowl:
 a trickle of tried and true,
 a splash of “sink or swim” 
  (that spills on the table),
 a dose of another day, another dollar,
 and deep in the cupboard he grabs
  that always hard to find out of sight, out of mind.
He fries up a plate of scrambled “don’t put all your eggs in one basket” 
With an “in a jiffy” smothered in peanut butter
Slapping my thieving hand away 
 from the juicy “bring home the bacon” on the side.
He sips from his mug of “wake up and smell the coffee.”
His eyes open wide, 
and I dodge when he sputters it out.
I raise a brow. My love explains: It’s too bitter.
I nod and find the “spoons full of sugar help the medicine go down.”
He ladles some in with a bit of “don’t cry over spilled milk.”
We both prefer “the land of milk and honey,” but the store was out.
He crunches into a chip off the old block,
 mushes some “matter-of-fact”s,
 and bites into a beat around the bush,
When he nibbles “in the nick of time,”
   He examines his watch.
Shit, means it is almost time for him to leave.
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He hurries and finishes his feast.
I mosey over to the countertop, 
Pack his archetypes and tropes for lunch.
He thanks me, promising to make dinner
With a kiss good-bye, he’s off to start the day
Strangely,
His kiss tastes like poetry.
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Descending in high elevation,
New conifers radiate green
Deep under an overcast sky
And through a misty screen.
Follow the magnolias down
To the rushing water sound, unseen.
“We are the dreamers of the day.”-
Dangerous men indeed.
Lawrence and Hemingway lead our
Spirited juvenile team
With lyric and prose clean enough
To exalt mere human beings. 
Man vs. nature, or sweet harmony?
Down in the gorge the furnace churns
Keeping time for natural law.
Of which I’ve arrived to, adhered to, alive.
Submerged in Her verdance, I’m in awe.
Here, the rapids carve the rocks away
Exposing our f leeting experience.
Seeing this, She gives the key
To primordial transcendence.
Hues of blues and greens never viewed
Are revealed upon my perch,
And breathing in Her Garden of Eden
I whisper “Welcome to church.”
Guardians of the Rock House,
Those boulders stand
Dayblazing 
Garrett Fox
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As Her children have come home
To their ancient land.
She washes us - our spirits cleansed,
Land of Literature: Terra Supreme
We embody the “Übermensch”
Together now, with Nietzsche’s decree,
And while they climb along Her vines,
Without even trying, I reach the sublime.
Quenched with Dayblazers,
I laze and repose.
I’ve been “Close to the Edge” -
Out of touch with my woes,
And at last I make sense 
Of the lyrics that say
“All in all the journey
Takes you all the way.”
At ends with my yearning,
My longing all gone,
I now comprehend 
What I couldn’t before fathom-
Unaware I’d come here
To reach the sublime, 
Unaware I’d stumbled 
To ethereal delight.
Standing there, my eyes grown wide,
I turned around and asked of our guide
Where... 
have you delivered me? 
Protected by the mark of Cain,
We don't know the river's name.
Looking aloft completely agaze,
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Finally then the answer came.
… He just said “Paradise.”
So there we were, 
Our rugged gang of five,
Gone now with
The winds of time.
Back to borders, stresses
And Civilization
She still resides 
To provide Her children revelation.
Just drip drop to the underground,
And follow those magnolias down
Find the rushing water sound, don’t 
drown
Behold Her treasure to be found.
And if you may wander
Maybe you’ll find
Our footprints interred there-
A mere mortal kind.
Even so,
Naturalists, Romantics,
Existentialists alike,
We’ve all set foot
In Paradise.
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God is Conception,
He is the humble blastocyst implanted in the endometrium,
So resembling a spacecraft landing on foreign soil.
He is the bacteria in the back of my throat, 
Each colony inspiring new pain.
Growing and multiplying,
Growing and multiplying.
God is Perpetuation,
He is the legs of the centipede, gliding along the rainforest f loor,
Something out of science fiction bred out of necessity.
He is the clouds f loating high above us,
A moving painting brushed across the sky.
He is the rainwater,
Precipitating, evaporating,
Precipitating, evaporating.
God is Degradation,
He is the spongy bark of a tree years fallen,
He pays no mind to the termites that run across his skin.
He is the guts of a fish being decomposed by creatures of the lake,
Filling their bellies and enriching their water. 
Tearing and shredding.
Tearing and shredding.
Tearing and shredding.
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Roadside Trees 
Jared Steinman
Peas never touch carrots never touch potatoes never touch corn. I eat each one in order, 
clockwise around the plate. The pork in the middle is eaten last. I drink precisely one 
third of my water, and then begin with the peas.
“I’ve got to drive to New York on Monday,” Father says around a mouthful of mixed veg-
etables. He doesn’t look up from his newspaper. There goes the last pea. I drink another 
third of my water, and fill it back to the brim from the pitcher.
“You can’t go Monday. Monday is the meeting with Jacob’s teacher,” Mother reminds 
him. “What could possibly need your attention in New York?”
“Peggie died,” he says, “funeral is Tuesday morning. I won’t make the meeting.”  Still 
fixed on the newspaper, he drains three quarters of his sweet tea. I begin on the carrots.
“I suppose I can reschedule the meeting,” Mother says.
“Really, don’t worry about it,” he looks up at her, “I’m sure you can handle it without me.” 
He returns to his reading. I finish my carrots, drink another third of my water.
“I’ll go with you,” I offer.
“Sorry, sweetie, this meeting’s just for Ms. Taylor and your dad and I.”
“Not to the meeting, to New York. I like seeing Aunt Peggie.”  Mother looks at Father, 
who raises his eyebrows.
“I don’t think so, kid,” he says. “You don’t even remember Aunt Peggie.”  I finish my 
carrots and drink another third, then fill it back to the brim. My wristwatch chimes for 
seven-o'clock, and I undo the top button of my shirt. I begin on the potatoes.
Across the kitchen, a sugar ant is crawling on the wall above the stove. Watching him, 
I think about us, sitting at the table sideways. I wonder how our glasses don’t spill, 
how our food doesn’t fall from our plates and down to the wall where the sugar ant is. 
That must be what he is waiting for. Then there would be two sugar ants, then three, 
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then one hundred. All crawling away with carrots and potatoes, all looking up at the 
sideways humans at their sideways table. I imagine that they have separate chambers for 
their carrots and potatoes.
“I do remember Auntie Peggie,” I say. “I remember one time when we lived in North 
Carolina and she came to visit, and she brought her dog named Ethan with her, and 
he ate Mother’s favorite blue shoes, and Aunt Peggie thought it was funny, but Mother 
wanted Ethan to sleep outside. I didn’t like Ethan anyways, because there was a boy in 
my class named Ethan who was mean to me. I remember because I was in kindergarten 
when it happened. I’ll go with you to New York, I like seeing Aunt Peggie.”
“You have school,” Father says.
“I don’t like school. People are mean to me.”
“You can’t come. It’s too long a drive and I’m going by myself. End of story.”
I finish my corn.
…
I’m reading when Mother knocks on my door. The book is a collection of Edgar Allan 
Poe, and I’ve nearly finished “The Telltale Heart.”  The heart is thump-thumping, and 
I think about my Aunt Peggie who has died. I bet her dog Ethan is going crazy right 
now, listening to her heart thump-thumping. I raise two fingers to my neck and anoth-
er two to my wrist, and feel the thump-thumping of my own pulse, slightly offset from 
the wrist to the neck. I try to calculate how long it takes for the blood to f low from one 
place to the other, and then my door is thump-thumping and I tell Mother that she may 
come in. She looks at my measuring fingers.
“Still beating?” she asks. I focus hard. Fourteen beats in ten seconds, that’s eighty-four in 
a minute. Same as yesterday.
“Still beating.” I say. She moves to the bed and sits beside me. “Mother, your hair.”
“Right,” she says, and pulls her locks into a ponytail, so as not to lose any onto my bed. 
Here hair is long and dark, and stands out maddeningly against the white sheets. She 
looks around the room and I watch her. It’s as if she hasn’t seen these walls before, as if 
she’s exploring them in all their bareness. Maybe she’s listening to my heartbeat in the 
quiet.
“I talked to your father,” she says. “Do you really want to go to the funeral?” 
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“I like Aunt Peggie.” 
“You can go if you really want to. If it’s important to you.”
“Does Father want me to go?”
She sighs. “Of course he does, darling.”
…
Monday morning, October 17th, the two of us climb into the truck and set off. Ten-
nessee is changing: green to yellow, yellow to red, red to brown. Through the window, 
I see the ref lection of my face meld into each shivering tree and then diverge again. I 
change my expression to make the trees happy, and then sad. Which emotion better 
suits a roadside tree in the final weeks of fall?  The colors are nice, but what of the 
winter?  Do they die, or do they sleep?  Perhaps there is no difference. I change my ex-
pression to scared, and decide that fright is the emotion which best suits a roadside tree 
in the final weeks of fall. This is how we drive: me making faces at the trees and Father 
staring silently at the road.
 
“Where are we going?” I ask as we pass the “Welcome to North Carolina” sign.
 
“To New York,” he says, “for Peggie’s funeral.”
 
“Why are we in North Carolina?”
 
“We’re going to stop by the old house, visit with the neighbors.”
 
“Oh,” I say, and am quiet again. The old house is in Robbinsville. I remember October 
there, and the tree in our front yard that turned pink every year. When the leaves fell 
I would collect them and order them under my bed, magenta to maroon. When Father 
found out, he made me take them all back outside. I wonder if the tree is still there, and 
if I might be able to sneak a few pink leaves back home.
 
“I remember the old house,” I say. “I like the old house.”
 
Father presses a button, and a talk radio station begins to play.
…
Driving through the old neighborhood is strange. I remember everything, only a little 
bit different. The cars are almost all different. Some of the houses are painted a differ-
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ent color. The old house has a different car, a blue car, but is still painted the same color. 
The pink tree is only a stump in the lawn. We pull into the driveway next door, and Fa-
ther shuts off the truck. I try to remember who our neighbor was.“Who lives here?” I ask.
 
“The Martins,” he says.
 
“Oliver Martin,” I remember, “and Peggy Martin. Like Aunt Peggie.”
 
“Not like Aunt Peggie,” he says. “Jacob, why did you want to come?”
 
“Because I like seeing Aunt Peggie, she’s nice to me.”
 
“Do you understand that she’s died, son?  Do you know what that means?”
 
“It’s like being asleep,” I say. Father is quiet for a minute.
 
“Being dead is different than being asleep. When you die, you’re not ever going to wake 
back up. You’re just gone. Aunt Peggie is gone. You’re not going to see Aunt Peggie, 
we’re just going to a funeral.”  He looks at me, waiting for a response. I nod. He opens 
his door and climbs out of the truck.
 
Inside the house is wooden; the f loors, the walls, the chairs in the living room where I 
sit and wait for Father to finish visiting. There are wooden bookshelves, but no books 
adorn them—only bouquets of dried f lowers. I wish there were books for me to read 
while I wait. On the wooden table in the center of the room are plates of cookies and 
fruit. I don’t eat them, but count them one by one from my chair while the adults talk.
 
“It’s been some years since I’ve seen her,” Father says, “she didn’t get out much towards 
the end.”  There are thirteen cookies: five sugar and eight chocolate chip.
 
“It was the same with my grandmother,” says Oliver. He spends a lot of time pushing 
what little hair he has across the top of his head. There are sugar cookie crumbs on his 
forehead. The fruit plate has twenty-four grapes.
 
“Have you heard anything from Mike and Brandolyn?” asks Father.
 
“Matter of fact, I haven’t. Last I heard they had moved about thirty minutes out, past 
the old high school. Wanted to raise chickens, I believe, outside the city limits.”  He 
touches his hair again. Beside the grapes are nine pieces of watermelon and twelve 
apple slices. Peggy sits in a chair by the door, tapping her foot rhythmically and staring 
at the wood-panel wall. She hasn’t said a word yet. I count her foot-taps. Nineteen taps 
in ten seconds, that’s one hundred and fourteen in a minute. 
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“I remember the old house,” I say. “I like the old house.”
 
Father presses a button, and a talk radio station begins to play.
…
Driving through the old neighborhood is strange. I remember everything, only a little 
bit different. The cars are almost all different. Some of the houses are painted a differ-
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ent color. The old house has a different car, a blue car, but is still painted the same color. 
The pink tree is only a stump in the lawn. We pull into the driveway next door, and Fa-
ther shuts off the truck. I try to remember who our neighbor was.“Who lives here?” I ask.
 
“The Martins,” he says.
 
“Oliver Martin,” I remember, “and Peggy Martin. Like Aunt Peggie.”
 
“Not like Aunt Peggie,” he says. “Jacob, why did you want to come?”
 
“Because I like seeing Aunt Peggie, she’s nice to me.”
 
“Do you understand that she’s died, son?  Do you know what that means?”
 
“It’s like being asleep,” I say. Father is quiet for a minute.
 
“Being dead is different than being asleep. When you die, you’re not ever going to wake 
back up. You’re just gone. Aunt Peggie is gone. You’re not going to see Aunt Peggie, 
we’re just going to a funeral.”  He looks at me, waiting for a response. I nod. He opens 
his door and climbs out of the truck.
 
Inside the house is wooden; the f loors, the walls, the chairs in the living room where I 
sit and wait for Father to finish visiting. There are wooden bookshelves, but no books 
adorn them—only bouquets of dried f lowers. I wish there were books for me to read 
while I wait. On the wooden table in the center of the room are plates of cookies and 
fruit. I don’t eat them, but count them one by one from my chair while the adults talk.
 
“It’s been some years since I’ve seen her,” Father says, “she didn’t get out much towards 
the end.”  There are thirteen cookies: five sugar and eight chocolate chip.
 
“It was the same with my grandmother,” says Oliver. He spends a lot of time pushing 
what little hair he has across the top of his head. There are sugar cookie crumbs on his 
forehead. The fruit plate has twenty-four grapes.
 
“Have you heard anything from Mike and Brandolyn?” asks Father.
 
“Matter of fact, I haven’t. Last I heard they had moved about thirty minutes out, past 
the old high school. Wanted to raise chickens, I believe, outside the city limits.”  He 
touches his hair again. Beside the grapes are nine pieces of watermelon and twelve 
apple slices. Peggy sits in a chair by the door, tapping her foot rhythmically and staring 
at the wood-panel wall. She hasn’t said a word yet. I count her foot-taps. Nineteen taps 
in ten seconds, that’s one hundred and fourteen in a minute. 
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Back in the truck, I sleep.
… 
When I wake, the air is cold and I’m beneath a blanket. The heat in the truck comes 
and goes, and Father has put on his jacket. I look around. Where we are now, the trees 
have no color. Winter has already stripped the northern leaves. In their place, smoke 
hangs from the bare branches, turning the sun into a perfect orange shadow.
 
“Why is there so much smoke?” I ask.
 
Father looks at me, “Radio says there’s a forest fire up on the mountain. Been burning 
for eight days.”
I look at the roadside trees, disappearing into the grey. Their tops are barely visible—
cold, spindly arms reaching for the unnatural sun. Separated by the smoke, each tree in 
the forest is alone. This must be what the Tennessee trees were frightened of.
…
It is long past dark when we reach the hotel. I wait in the truck while Father goes into 
the office. After a few minutes, he comes back with the key to room 114. We drive 
around to the back of the building and park. Inside the room is a single bed. When 
Father gets in the shower, I lie f lat on top of the covers and count my pulse until I fall 
asleep.
 
In the morning, we stop at a drive-through for breakfast. There are thirty-four items on 
the menu, but only one that isn’t multiple foods touching each other. I alternate a bite of 
my biscuit with a sip of my orange juice until both are gone.
 
“Will we see the Statue of Liberty?” I ask. I think it would be interesting to go to the 
top and look down at all the people in New York. They would look like ants.
 
Father wipes his mouth with a gloved hand and swallows. “We’re not going to the  
city. Peggie lived north of Buffalo, in the country. That’s where I grew up, you know.  
I could take you to the baseball fields I used to play at, if you’d like?”  He smiles at me. 
I remember playing baseball once when I was little. It was hard to hit the ball, and the 
other kids were mean. I don’t like baseball.
 
“I don’t like baseball,” I tell him. He looks back at the road. I wonder if he’s angry.  
“We could go to the library, instead,” I say, “if you want.”
 
“I don’t know if we’ll have time. You have to get back for school.”
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Buffalo is different than I expected. We passed by it on the highway, but I wouldn’t 
have known if not for the “Buffalo City Limits” sign. Father said that downtown is 
probably what I was expecting. Now we are driving on a bumpy road, and the chickens 
behind fences are scared when the truck bumps by. Between the old houses on the right 
is a brick building with dirty windows.
 
“That’s where I graduated from,” Father says, pointing at the dirty windows. “It used to 
be a high school. Looks like it’s shut down, now.” I imagine trying to read books and 
count surrounded by all that dirt.
 
“Are we almost there?” I ask.
 
“Not far now, funeral home is down here on West Ely.”
 
When we pull into the parking lot it is already full—three blue cars are parked together 
next to a longer black one. Father parks his red truck in the grass.
 
Shutting off the ignition, he looks at me and asks, “Are you ready?”
 
I nod, “I like seeing Aunt Peggie.”
 
“Just be respectful,” he says, and opens his door.
 
Inside it smells like dead f lowers and wood. There are only two rooms: one with  
snacks and one with Aunt Peggie. Father is visiting with old people in the snack room.  
I go into the room with Aunt Peggie. It isn’t very bright, but I can see twenty-four emp-
ty chairs and a big open box at the other side. I walk down the aisle to the box. I look at 
Aunt Peggie’s closed eyes. Her hair is the same as I remember, but her skin looks differ-
ent. Listening closely I can hear the thump-thumping. One, two, three… fourteen in 
ten seconds, eighty-four in a minute. I wonder where Ethan is, and frown. Eighty-four 
in a minute is mine. I put two fingers on my neck and two on my wrist. Fourteen in ten 
seconds, that’s eighty-four in a minute. My own heart must be too loud to hear Aunt 
Peggie’s. Standing on my toes, I can just reach her neck and her wrist.
…
On the way home, I don’t sleep, and I don’t make faces at the trees alongside the high-
way. Not the dead trees in the north or the dying trees back in Tennessee. Mostly I look 
at the biscuit crumbs on the f loor of the truck. Sixty-seven crumbs. I wait for the ants 
to come for them, but none do. 
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Apple Ashes
Kierstyn Parker
SEQUOYA REVIEW
Charcoal tongue smeared over the kitchen walls,
Desecrated by an apple pie fire.
Destruction paves your path
Leaving three children under eight
With the letter under the door,
next to a cracked porcelain hand.
Sprinkle coals under paper cuts
And swallow a sword whole.
Gag on spices of three cities over
where a cocktail waitress
and leaky studio roof
enticed a man to leave the stove on.
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Lipstick and 51st Street
Jeremy Beck
The church swims in rain.
Two gloves interlock and
the girl smiles as the boy
traces her jaw. The adults are
drowning in a New York vacuum
as they are captivated by the 
venom of the stained glass. 
The cathedral seizes prey and
mimics disturbed scorpions. 
The boy surrenders as she
constricts her arms around 
his waist. He sprints home every
day to find her on the screen 
in the era of VHS. 
Taxis behave like hornets and 
the scent of matzo ball 
soup reciprocates Peking duck.
She tourniquets her sinister
lips around his tongue. The boy 
dives into a hot spring after a 
lifetime in the arctic. Two 
figures shiver in pleasure amidst 
a monolith of hotel suites. 
Dane is the name carved 
into his throbbing heart.
The boy wants eternity 
concealed by brunette 
bangs of hair.
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Three Tritium Eyes 
Jeremy Beck
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Shannon Stoker entered the school
because her brothers were three 
minutes too late.
Shannon Stoker entered the school
so three teachers could go home and
enjoy dinner with sons and daughters.
Shannon Stoker entered the school
as three students ran out, scrambling 
like burning rabbits.
Shannon Stoker entered the school
while three tritium eyes glared at her 
with the intensity of a ravenous cat.
Shannon Stoker entered the school
and suffered three entrance wounds. 
A raw vermilion, saturated the 
jumper that her wife had gifted her.
Shannon Stoker entered the school
and fought three assailants. It was 
three minutes before exsanguination 
took her from the fight.
Shannon Stoker entered the school
and failed to save three kids. The 76 
others lived life with aggression like 
birds of prey.
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Shannon Stoker entered the school
and ran the Mozambique Drill
three times.
Shannon Stoker died advancing
with three tritium eyes. 
I’ve recently developed a new appreciation for brunch, or breakfast, depending on when 
we wake up. The sex was great the night before, the morning sex too. Then a hot show-
er, a cigarette, return the room key, and find the nearest coffee shop or pancake house. 
A macchiato or mimosa? Indoor seating or outdoor? It all depends on the morning, the 
restaurant, the sex. There’s a French place outside of Los Angeles that has the softest 
crepes, with strawberries and cream, and that fancy place in downtown San Francisco 
that sells champagne by the bottle! We took one back to that cheap motel in Oakland, 
where we took polaroids in our underwear- for novelty sake of course. We had midnight 
cigarettes, morning cigarettes, after sex cigarettes, and we chain smoked down the 
coast highway. I made him stop at every beach to collect a jar of sand, and run through 
the water. I cried in the car the night we left San Diego, after watching the sunset at La 
Jolla’s cliffs. It was time to head east. I promised him I’d watch the night sky for UFOs 
while he slept in the makeshift bed I put together in the back of my hatchback wagon, 
fifteen days before. I cried, lit another cigarette, and played some Stevie, Janis, John, 
and James Taylor’s, “Carolina In My Mind”. It was a new city every week, a new dress, 
a new wide brimmed hat to wear at a new beach, a new bottle of champagne, a new 
pack of cigarettes, new coffee shops, and new brunch places. We made it to Dallas in a 
day and a night, after driving through a nasty storm just past El Paso, near the Mexican 
border. The next day I left Texas alone, going even further east. As I drove past cities, 
New Orleans, Mobile, and the like, I thought about having a night for myself in a new 
place without him. What kind of breakfast do they have in Louisiana? I never found 
out. I drove straight through the night for fourteen hours- home to an empty house. 
The next morning, I made myself a bagel and brewed a cup of tea. I had my morning 
smoke out on the balcony, listening to James Taylor without him. 
Road Trip with a 
Stranger 
Liz Bruce
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Pile of Leaves 
Austin Gwinn
You’ll find the foliage is hot and cold.
Sitting there, cooking in the moment of the soothing breeze
that warrants goosebumps, grins, and tears.
Not from the sight of the graveyard that strips its tenants of their foliage
leaving nothing but the bare bones of what was and is to return.
No, if not the graveyard, then it must be the living
deep down in the dungeon where the shackles of those goodbyes are played on repeat.
To pick the lock is a new heartbreak,
so you lie in the foliage.
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I glared at the woman who gave birth to me. 
She had clouded over eyes and breath 
that smelled like a bar 
at closing time. 
Deep within this woman, I knew were a pair of shriveled lungs 
from years of abuse at the hand of nicotine 
and a heart shredded into ashes 
from her own misjudgments to match. 
As I looked upon this 
creature, I saw any hope of her reaching recovery 
slowly deteriorate in front of me. 
All the “This is the last time.” —
All the “I promise.” —
All the nights hiding keys and counting pills
never brought her back to me.
That hollow body was not my mother but 
another manipulation I vowed not to follow. 
As I slammed the door I knew inside she was passed out
on the f loor with a bottle 
wrapped in her embrace —
the one she used to use on me. 
In the morning, I carried her back to bed, 
soothed her with the lullabies 
she once sang to me and cracked the door.
I can never shut the door. 
Caretaker 
Haley Bartlett
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Lucifer’s Sister 
Haley Bartlett
SEQUOYA REVIEW
The angel ’s mischievous adventures
lie in isolated rhythms 
of the classic moral judgments 
causing a stir in the universe 
within the clouds. 
Her halo of fire scorns  
a path of rebellion against the Trinity  
in the sky as she melts the gates to Heaven 
into puddles. 
The feathers Lucifer sewed into her f lesh with sutures 
mimicking snakes
drag on the ground sweeping
over the inhabitants of earth. She takes
her fingertips and rips 
testaments into a mosaic of blasphemy,
marking scripture up with Sharpies that smell like iron, 
mocking the Creator as she destroys His
self-righteous glory.
Her laughter echoes like the hell hounds’ bark
as she watches the humans  
grapple for wisdom that does not exist.
She makes Eve’s apple incident 
look like a game of truth or 
dare 
as she sets Revelation into motion.
*words in italics are from source text: The Writer’s Chronicle, 
article over Mark Twain’s The Mysterious Stranger
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At 6:30 on a frosty, winter evening I was running. I stuck my five-year-old hands, 
hiding them from the whipping wind, in the pockets of the red coat that only left my 
body when I sat in those lukewarm bubble baths. Waiting for me at the end of my sprint 
was Big Bird on ice-skates, or a man dressed as Big Bird on ice-skates. It didn’t make a 
difference to me, so I ran. With Sesame Street on Ice glowing, pulling my little feet closer 
and closer to the arena, I lost all self-control. These physical tribulations overcame my 
being as I couldn’t carry my body fast enough, falling straight to the ground. As the 
second hand on my father’s antique watch, hanging from his aging wrist, began to slow 
I remembered my hands.  Those hands reluctant to slip into something a little more 
risqué, stayed clenching the fur lined in my pockets. Due to my hands’ inability to re-
spond to my parasympathetic system yelling, “BRACE YOURSELF,” I couldn't catch 
my fall. My face smeared the sidewalk. And then I bled. While my father carried me in 
his throne of arms, hoping my mother would never find out, my nose had reconfigured 
itself into the chevrons and ziggurats found on the classic Art Deco buildings. This is 
the nose I see today.
 
Before the incident, this nose already ref lected my past, the classic Persian monstrosity 
that sits in the middle of all my ancestors’ faces, my father’s included. With the tragedy 
that occurred as a result of my youthful clumsiness, I was ultimately screwed. As I 
began finding comfort in the Harry Potter series and turning my back to Elmo and 
his friends, my mother would catch me looking at the crooked bumps on the bridge 
of my nose, pebbles buried beneath turned soil.  Noticing how my nostrils don't align 
with the corners of my hazel eyes and soft lips, she’d try to quell my worries, “Don’t 
worry Maman, you can get surgery after graduation. We all do.” She never understood. 
She got the recessive, delicate, button nose gene. As if following this family tradition 
of rhinoplasty will give me the answers to all my problems, just like it gave them their 
engagement rings with their high school diplomas. Two kids and five prayers a day was 
not how I intended on spending my early twenties. 
 
Having dodged that indoctrination into what could have been, I now sit and touch the 
padded parts of my fingertips to those ridges that slope to the right. Sidestepping the 
fixation I used to hold on my infamous features, I follow the path to my cheekbone, 
naturally highlighted in the setting sun. The strength in those bones come from my 
warrior family, Lorestan blood providing me with this face structure that is envied by 
Where Is My  
Golden-Eyed Doe 
Elena Nourabadi
SEQUOYA REVIEW
WRITING
Elena Nourabadi
42 43
Lucifer’s Sister 
Haley Bartlett
SEQUOYA REVIEW
The angel ’s mischievous adventures
lie in isolated rhythms 
of the classic moral judgments 
causing a stir in the universe 
within the clouds. 
Her halo of fire scorns  
a path of rebellion against the Trinity  
in the sky as she melts the gates to Heaven 
into puddles. 
The feathers Lucifer sewed into her f lesh with sutures 
mimicking snakes
drag on the ground sweeping
over the inhabitants of earth. She takes
her fingertips and rips 
testaments into a mosaic of blasphemy,
marking scripture up with Sharpies that smell like iron, 
mocking the Creator as she destroys His
self-righteous glory.
Her laughter echoes like the hell hounds’ bark
as she watches the humans  
grapple for wisdom that does not exist.
She makes Eve’s apple incident 
look like a game of truth or 
dare 
as she sets Revelation into motion.
*words in italics are from source text: The Writer’s Chronicle, 
article over Mark Twain’s The Mysterious Stranger
WRITING 
H
al
ey
 B
ar
tle
tt
At 6:30 on a frosty, winter evening I was running. I stuck my five-year-old hands, 
hiding them from the whipping wind, in the pockets of the red coat that only left my 
body when I sat in those lukewarm bubble baths. Waiting for me at the end of my sprint 
was Big Bird on ice-skates, or a man dressed as Big Bird on ice-skates. It didn’t make a 
difference to me, so I ran. With Sesame Street on Ice glowing, pulling my little feet closer 
and closer to the arena, I lost all self-control. These physical tribulations overcame my 
being as I couldn’t carry my body fast enough, falling straight to the ground. As the 
second hand on my father’s antique watch, hanging from his aging wrist, began to slow 
I remembered my hands.  Those hands reluctant to slip into something a little more 
risqué, stayed clenching the fur lined in my pockets. Due to my hands’ inability to re-
spond to my parasympathetic system yelling, “BRACE YOURSELF,” I couldn't catch 
my fall. My face smeared the sidewalk. And then I bled. While my father carried me in 
his throne of arms, hoping my mother would never find out, my nose had reconfigured 
itself into the chevrons and ziggurats found on the classic Art Deco buildings. This is 
the nose I see today.
 
Before the incident, this nose already ref lected my past, the classic Persian monstrosity 
that sits in the middle of all my ancestors’ faces, my father’s included. With the tragedy 
that occurred as a result of my youthful clumsiness, I was ultimately screwed. As I 
began finding comfort in the Harry Potter series and turning my back to Elmo and 
his friends, my mother would catch me looking at the crooked bumps on the bridge 
of my nose, pebbles buried beneath turned soil.  Noticing how my nostrils don't align 
with the corners of my hazel eyes and soft lips, she’d try to quell my worries, “Don’t 
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Having dodged that indoctrination into what could have been, I now sit and touch the 
padded parts of my fingertips to those ridges that slope to the right. Sidestepping the 
fixation I used to hold on my infamous features, I follow the path to my cheekbone, 
naturally highlighted in the setting sun. The strength in those bones come from my 
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the circle faced. Going down to my lips, what my mother loves the most, I feel the com-
forting contrast of my plump bottom lip allowing a nice resting place for my thinner top 
lip. The boy who kissed me first and last, many say his face ref lected my own, reveled 
at the soft veneer covering my licking lips that never seemed to stop dancing. Even still 
the ridge that hides above the crest up top shifts slightly toward the right as a smile 
reaches those dancing lips of mine, reminding me to be aware of every instance that 
brought me here on this f loor in front of my ref lection. 
 
Moving my gaze to the top as my fingers follow, making sure my peeling skin does 
not scratch the specimen, I stroke my eyebrows. Feeling the coarse thickness endlessly 
shaped by Ms. Kim at Star Nails, I calm them down, brushing them into their natural 
curve. As I tuck my thumb into the space between the two unruly creatures I think 
back to a time where my thumb wouldn’t have fit. Before there were two, there was only 
one, that long bushy creature roaming my face as if it ruled this 8 by 6-inch land. One 
adjustment I will never regret making would be the declaration of two separate eye-
brows and the upkeep that comes with keeping the two lovers apart from one another. 
No matter how much tweezing and waxing, the burning red skin and burning clear 
tears, I mean to keep them apart for life, till death brings them together.
 
Another event marked at age five, before or after my meeting with my aquiline hump  
I cannot remember, my mother sat me down, red coat and all, and said “Elenajoon,  
you are adopted.” I simply replied, “Okay Maman, can I go twirl now?” And of course, 
she said yes. This factor of my life has never occupied my thoughts, torn my insides  
into raw f lesh, made me question my existence in this ever-changing universe. Howev-
er, looking into my own eyes I see the colors of those parents, not the ones who are truly 
Maman and Baba, from whom I learned existence from, but the ones that brought me 
into this world. These golden-brown shades circled with the ring of shy emerald green, 
that only comes out to play when there is sun or tears in the way, ref lect back to me a 
history unknown.
 
I’m reminded of this history at a random selection of places. When filling out paper-
work at the doctor’s office and the question of family’s history of diseases, illnesses, 
etc., arises, I get to announce that for all I know I am the healthiest progeny. When my 
friends recite to me their lineage ten generations back, I allude to this elaborate tale of 
my royal bloodline dating back hundreds of years. When a stranger comments on how 
much I look like my mother or father, we smile and nod accepting the rhyme and reason 
that people conjure in their heads to explain otherwise completely fabricated observa-
tions. I used to be like these clueless strangers, creating a biological connection between 
my mother and myself. I used to pretend that my mother now, eyes full of eager emer-
ald, looked into my own eyes so often that I gained my emerald ring from her.
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Back to this mirror that ref lects onto me an unexplainable array of facial features that 
I’ll never be able to place from another, I focus directly on my eyes. I do not blink. I 
attempt to pull from these rings answers to questions I didn’t even know I had. Why do 
I hate the taste of tomatoes and why does the touch and sound of mesh make me sick? 
Why am I easy to forgive and equally easy to forget? Why does my face form a triangle 
pointing towards the earth from which I came? Golden-eyed doe, why did you leave 
and where can I find you once again? 
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Not for Your Desire 
Imani Bunch
I am not an object set only for your pleasure and desire.
Yes, sex is natural but it’s not an excuse to overtly sexualize me.
Understand that by sexually f lirting with me, your lip bites and your “you look 
good in that dress” is sexualizing me.
I am woman …. I am strength… I am light and intelligence.
Yes, my hips crack to bare life and my bosom fills to nurture.
Figures curve like rivers and like nature you see the beauty.
See the beauty in me deeper than a canal only your penis knows.
Know me, know woman for who she is and not what her vagina does, or what 
her sexuality is.
Woman is not an object set only for your pleasure and desire.
Love me
Love me for who I am, let it cling to me the way you cling to hope when it’s 7 
minutes left in the game and your team has 5 yards till a winning touchdown.
Have hope in me, give to me and I’ll return to you.
Let true and real love f low like eternal springs but woman…. woman is not an 
object set only for your pleasure and desire.
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The Turks call you bird nose.
The Swedes call you stone rose.
Across the Steppe of Russia
you are the thorn bearer.
We call you dog rose.
We call you briar rose. 
In the age of gallows and fire
you were the witches’ briar.
Your petals gave respite
from a mad dog’s bite.
A tincture of your scent
performed emollient.
The syrup from your hips
passed over children’s lips.
In times of war and need
you fed a country’s seed.
Dog-berry in our dog days,
may your pink modesty amaze
through the heat of afternoons,
down numberless Junes.
I would walk up the lane
to visit you again.
Yet that lane is deep and shading
where dog roses are fading.
Rosa Canina
Mark Mayes
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Taxis, cars, and buses circled like f lies outside the airport, waiting to pick up the 
masses of people trying to find places to go. Some ran, some walked. They dragged 
thumping suitcases on the ground behind them. Benches lined the walls, full of peo-
ple either smoking or examining their phones.
Trying to keep out of the crowd, Eliza waited quietly on the edge of the street for her 
sister with her small bag hidden by her side. She left that morning in a terrible rush 
and realized that she could recall nothing except the confused look her neighbor had 
given her as she barreled down the hallway toward the elevator as well as the look 
the taxi driver gave her when she almost hurt herself leaping into the back seat. On 
the airplane, she allowed herself to drink two coffees while sitting in a cramped seat 
between a woman who snored and a man who continually squeezed passed her to go 
back and forth from the restroom. She let out a huge breath when it landed.
Eliza’s sister Julie was not really happy. Though she loved to talk, she rarely spoke of 
herself. Or friends. Or more than friends. She was simple. Her only two jobs were 
talking to old people and taking pictures of people’s pets. Eliza knew this was a 
reason for Julie’s continual attempts to reach her, as though she were her child away 
at a summer camp. A mother waiting for her daughter to return home. After the calls, 
text messages, and emails, she must have reached some breaking point. She sent a 
real, mailed, paper letter. Eliza didn’t even bother to read it. She only decided that if 
Julie had gone so far as to write and send her a letter, her family must have been truly 
desperate.
After a few moments on the sidewalk, she squinted, took a step back, and leaned to 
one side.
With hair stuck to her forehead, she threw her bag into the trunk of the two-seater 
car that pulled up next to her and climbed in, glad to be out of the humidity. She 
huffed and attempted to smooth the wrinkles from her solid gray skirt. She gave up 
and instead took off her high-heeled shoes. Eliza’s sister sat in the driver’s seat. She 
pulled her yellow hair to the top of her head to get it off her neck, but she had noth-
ing to tie it with; it fell back around her shoulders.
Julie looked over at Eliza. She studied the wood colored lipstick that found a spot on 
her front tooth and the rounded nose that they shared. Eliza hummed and glanced 
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around. Julie accelerated off the curb. As Julie braked to turn, her soft voice inter-
rupted the silence. “So.”
Eliza looked at Julie and saw that she straightened her hair. She only did that on 
special occasions. “I know it’s been a while. Don’t go looking for some apology.”
“What?” asked Julie, “No, I just, uh, how have you been?”
“We just took on a new case a week ago. I need to get back as soon as possible.” She 
tapped her silver watch gently.
“Oh? What kind of case?”
“Just, a case.”
Eliza had no idea how long she planned on staying. She had not bought a ticket for a 
trip back or booked any type of hotel room.
“Come on,” said Julie, “Don’t you have time to visit your own mother?”
Eliza said nothing. She decided she was still too hot and took off her jacket. Outside, 
she saw as they passed by small shops in strip malls, they were rusted and broken. In 
some, large slabs of wood covered what Eliza assumed were broken windows. She 
decided it was too familiarly ugly and was pleased she left it.
Julie’s skinny hands gripped the steering wheel. “Tell me honestly,” she said, “why’d 
you finally decide to come?”
“Because you wouldn’t stop nagging me.” said Eliza.
Julie breathed in and held it. She exhaled as she spoke. “I’m sorry. I miss you. And so 
does Mom.” She sounded upset, but her slouched shoulders and cocked head came off 
to Eliza as more annoyed.
“You know I’m busy,” said Eliza.
“You say that all the time.”
“I’m always busy.”
Julie sighed. 
 
Even when she was small, Eliza already had an extensive list of jobs she wanted to try 
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and places she wanted to visit. She often talked of how much better she was going to 
be when she grew up. “I’ll own a big house. A mansion. With a husband, four kids, 
and a dog. A big old mastiff.”
Mom always told her to hold on to those dreams. “Heck knows where they seem to go 
once you grow up,” she’d say. And as she went back to cooking dinner, Eliza, wishing 
to live her best life someday, ran off to draw pictures of houses and husbands and 
dogs, using up all the red and yellow crayons.
“I just thought, maybe, you could spend more time with us,” Julie said.
“I visit on Christmas. And Thanksgiving. I send birthday cards.”
       
“Barely,” said Julie, trying to hide a grimace. “Besides, you know I visit every day. 
We’re all the family you have left, and you treat us like you don’t even know us.”
“You have more free time.”
“Maybe. You might want to spend a little more energy to help out. I mean, Mom’s not 
going to be around forever.”
Eliza’s eyes stung. She imagined the brown hair she had known as a child that was 
now growing more gray and unkempt. “More energy? It’s my career and my money 
that put her in a home. In a place where she’s safe.”
          
“She’s lonely.”
Once, when Mom was angry, though Eliza couldn’t remember what for, she shut both 
daughters outside in the summer heat. At the time, Eliza was glad she was just going 
to make them wait a while, so they all had time to calm down. She knew that after a 
little while, they would all have less stress and anger weighing down their judgments, 
and no one had to go to bed that night feeling worse than the night before. She’s 
the type of mom that said crying wouldn’t solve your problems and to put your own 
band-aid on, but the days were still surrounded by breakfast and dinner at the table. 
Both sat silently on the porch, waiting for her to come back out and with a solemn 
voice showing her want to teach them better, like a mom does, but as the sky turned 
from blue to orange to black, Julie went to try the door. She gently turned the knob, 
waiting to feel it locked in place. Instead, it opened, and Julie went in. Eliza waited 
a while, taking a few moments to study her hands, and eventually followed behind. 
They found Mom asleep on the dusty blue couch.
Eliza licked her dry lips. Her voice cracked as she struggled with her words for a 
second. Julie took a rather sharp turn down a skinny street that bustled with traffic. 
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As the car slowed, Eliza turned her body, resting her head on the side of the door. 
She pulled her bare feet up next to her, knocking and almost spilling Julie’s water 
bottle that sat in the cup holder between them. Her long legs spilled off the front of 
the seat, and they jumped a bit as the car came to rougher sections of the road.
Julie took her eyes off the road for a few seconds to look over at her. “Your hair is too 
short,” she said.
“Yours is too long.”
“Mom always hated it.”
“You both always did.”
Julie shook her head and let out a small laugh. “Back in high school, people told me 
that you looked like a boy.”
Eliza put her hand under her head to avoid it from rattling on the door. People used 
to tell her that too. “You’re upset that I was smarter.”
“I’m sorry?” Julie sat up and stretched out her shoulders. Her eyes narrowed from the 
small stream of light that had looped its way around the shade and fell across her eye.
“You know what I mean.”
“No. I don’t. I do what I do, not because I can’t be anything else, but because it’s what 
I want.”
When Julie was ten, she won second place in Cale Falls Elementary School’s spelling 
bee. She accepted her award with humility. Unusual for a child. Eliza didn’t notice 
or understand that at the time, but she did remember the simple design of the silver 
medal clearly. It sat on Julie’s bedside table when Eliza came to look at it after she 
had snuck off to avoid cleaning up after dinner. She came only to look, but as small 
fingers tend to do, she ended up holding it in her hands, with her shoulders raised to 
her ears. She watched as the silver spray paint glittered in the light. She felt anger, but 
also stupidity, and as she looked closer to study it some more, she instead jumped as 
she felt the cheap plastic snap in her hands. She put it back on the nightstand, placing 
the two halves next to each other so that its damage disappeared.
Eliza heard the door to her room open in a rush before drifting off to sleep that night. 
Julie held the gold ribbon in her small fist. The two half pieces dangled at the ends 
like a silent wind chime. Eliza saw this, but not her face. She imagined it to be bright 
red, with her nose twitching, as Julie sometimes does when she scowls. The words 
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that you looked like a boy.”
Eliza put her hand under her head to avoid it from rattling on the door. People used 
to tell her that too. “You’re upset that I was smarter.”
“I’m sorry?” Julie sat up and stretched out her shoulders. Her eyes narrowed from the 
small stream of light that had looped its way around the shade and fell across her eye.
“You know what I mean.”
“No. I don’t. I do what I do, not because I can’t be anything else, but because it’s what 
I want.”
When Julie was ten, she won second place in Cale Falls Elementary School’s spelling 
bee. She accepted her award with humility. Unusual for a child. Eliza didn’t notice 
or understand that at the time, but she did remember the simple design of the silver 
medal clearly. It sat on Julie’s bedside table when Eliza came to look at it after she 
had snuck off to avoid cleaning up after dinner. She came only to look, but as small 
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Eliza heard the door to her room open in a rush before drifting off to sleep that night. 
Julie held the gold ribbon in her small fist. The two half pieces dangled at the ends 
like a silent wind chime. Eliza saw this, but not her face. She imagined it to be bright 
red, with her nose twitching, as Julie sometimes does when she scowls. The words 
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stupid, shut up, and even a scholarly pathetic rang from the room. It would eventually 
become inaudible from the attempts of each girl attempting to be louder than the 
other. Eliza saw her mom enter the room, and she felt all the anger leave in place 
of a sad fear, yet her small self did not want to give up. She was strong. The woman 
that stood above them was not. After her mere presence and stern look did nothing 
to quiet them, Eliza noticed her Mom struggle with her words. Try as she might, she 
could not yell over them. Though the young Eliza knew this, she did not stop, even 
as the two girls shrieked blatant nothings at each other. She stepped in, but then went 
back, as though unbalanced, until f inally placing a hand on each of their shoulders 
and gripping them tightly. But Eliza had already seen how authority doesn’t always 
know what to do. As a girl who already understood power, it was the first time she 
truly understood weakness as well.
The car was following next to a farm full of corn. Eliza watched as it went on forever. 
She tapped on the window, thinking if she did it long enough, it would eventually 
drill a hole into the glass. Please. Someone. Open the window. The door. She wanted 
to stretch her arms, or better yet, jump right out of the moving car, rolling onto the 
street like a madman. They finally passed the fields and found that it was surrounded 
by sections of large trees. They passed under long branches that hovered above them. 
The trees were reaching out, trying to help her, and the now orange sun was falling 
through their arms.
“What I mean is that you’re upset that I’m the one with a life and stability, but it’s not 
my fault that when I left to work, you decided to stay here.”
“Are you kidding me? I—”
“Maybe if you just found a job.”
“I have one.”
“As a photographer? I’d hardly call that a job.”
“Would you listen to me? You’re missing the point. I don’t care that you left to live in 
New York and became a fancy lawyer. But when you did, you cut us out completely. 
You don’t call. Or visit. You’re not even a part of the family anymore.” 
Julie’s voice was as tender as it was harsh, and though her sister heard the wavering, 
she continued to ignore it. She instead played with the silver ring on her thumb. “I’ll 
always be part of our family,” said Eliza. “I have to be.”
“Are you saying you don’t?” 
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“Don’t make me answer that.”
Julie’s face was not angry but growing cold. Frozen. “Seriously? You know, ever since 
you were a child you never listened or cared about anybody. I always thought you 
would grow out of it, but you never did.”
“I care about people.”
“Who? Surely not us. You got a boyfriend? Girlfriend? Do you have any friends?”
Eliza again thought of her neighbor in the apartment across from her and struggled 
to recall a conversation she had with the woman that lasted longer than three minutes.
“Don’t use that on me. Where is your husband exactly? What friends do you have that 
are your own age? You’re in the same boat I am. Only difference is that I have money, 
and you have a crazy, old lady.”
“At least I have someone,” Julie said.
Eliza quieted, not wanting their growing conversation to distract the driver long 
enough to drag them into a tree or a ditch.
“Do you know why I wanted you to come?” asked Julie.
Eliza shook her head.
“Mom forgot me completely last week. I wanted you to come down to see if she re-
membered you. She didn’t recognize your name, but I thought maybe if she saw your 
face. I just didn’t know how to get you down here.” Julie turned into a long driveway.
They were silent as she pulled into the otherwise empty parking lot of the nursing 
home. Eliza looked out to address the rainbow of f lower beds that bordered the 
building. The sky darkened. The crickets and cicadas came out of the dirt to sing.
One girl stayed, and one moved to another world. They tried hard to contrast each 
other, but they were so similar. They’re stubborn, both so stubborn and lonely. Work-
ing to distract them from themselves.  
Julie turned off the ignition slowly, still waiting for an answer. After the car stilled, 
she opened the door. “I know you didn’t bother to read the letter I sent,” she said.
Eliza looked up. She shrugged. When she got the letter, she knew it meant some-
thing was wrong, but she didn’t want to open it. If she read the contents inside, it 
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would only push her away more. The feeling of her small family being alone and 
broken made her want to forget and start over. “I didn’t even know why you asked me 
down here.”
Julie’s face was their mother’s, “I didn’t know what to say in that letter, but I knew 
you needed one. Besides writing dear at the top of the page, the letter was blank.” 
And she left.
Eliza spent a few minutes studying her hands, and eventually followed behind.
She hated the smell of the home. It was separate from the rest of the world like waff le 
houses and empty subway cars. 
Mother’s hair was almost completely gray now and much longer. She was a painting, 
sitting on a chair with a f loral pattern and watching the sun go down through the 
window. The nurse leaned down to speak to her closely. 
“There are some visitors here to see you.”
“Oh?” She turned to us.
Julie walked over and knelt down. “Hi. How are you?” 
“Oh, I’m fine.” She smiled.
Eliza put her hands together. Her teeth were yellow and crooked like she had remem-
bered them, and she thought they were beautiful. She walked closer to her mom and 
knelt down behind Julie. “Hi.” 
“Hello,” she nodded, “Can I help you girls?” 
Eliza felt her eyes and cheeks grow warm. “No,” she said. “It’s just been awhile since 
I’ve seen you.”  
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Daddy's Little Girl
Elena Nourabadi
Past the door you closed with faint regrets 
the smell of tangled fortune wallows by the window
The smell stuck on men who look like you
the men who walk like you, who talk
with a tongue of gold and a growl heavier than bourbon
You all wear the same prestigious crown 
you've placed on your own gentle heads
Your fingers experienced in the ways of the fine arts:
bribery, blackmail, seduction, corruption
each an interruption, equal power of its own kind.
I wait on this side of the door
padding in my air of innocence
The only force from your fingers I’ve felt
is the tremble of fatigue
when you light your cigarette
The curve of your forefingers set in stone 
from each day of writing your way into the success
defined by others as “a business man”
Never have I seen your crown 
but only the balding where the center should be
And the only odor I can detect
is the gas station coffee that stained your shirt
five hours away from here.
And everyone wonders why I’m daddy’s little girl.
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Daylight Savings Time
Alaina Krakowiak
cold and glistening
blue hush dawn
the full moon sentinel
    still so present
but slowly sinking,
fading
quiet eyes and driving
I forgot to put my
    glasses on
just coffee mug and go
and that lunar glow
spreads so wide and
soft around the edges,
endless halo gold
our first (and only) 
snow, yesterday
now diamond encrusted 
sidewalk
clean white roof top
illumination on Lookout Mountain
     way up there
across the empty bridge
and the slow river smooth
past the Carniceria 
and through the little neighborhood
by the factory
where everyone 
is just waking up 
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Mosquitoes 
Preston Trammell
Mosquito (n): Any of a family (Culicidae) of dipteran f lies with females that have a set 
of slender organs in the proboscis adapted to puncture the skin of animals and to suck 
their blood and that are in some cases vectors of serious diseases. 
Mosquito. The definition is likely more elaborate than an explanation the average per-
son would give you. Then again, most of the world doesn't need to ask what a mosquito 
is. The universality of it is kind of mind-blowing; almost no one in the world will go 
their entire life without having to tolerate a mosquito at least once. 
Mosquito. The word itself makes you just a little uncomfortable. What a strange word 
at that. Eight letters, three syllables, at least in English. There's no telling how many 
different words for "mosquito" exist. I imagine nearly all of them illicit the same reac-
tion. Irritation, disgust, maybe a little fear, and for a few people, a burning hatred. 
Mosquito. A parasite. One is compelled to wonder why nature deemed such a creature 
fit to exist. They draw sustenance from people, and leave them to itch at their skin 
for days . Those are the lucky ones too, as some mosquito bites may as well be death 
warrants for some people. A fresh corpse must be a gracious bounty to a mosquito. Still 
warm, more blood than they could ever want, and much less likely to swat. 
Mosquito. Such small pests. Almost entirely black with a bit of white, yet so easily re-
latable to the color red. Comparatively, they are small not only in size but in the actual 
effect they have on our lives. They're also entirely avoidable with proper care. Some 
people will stand up for ants, spiders, even wasps. No one stands up for mosquitoes. In 
fact, it's nearly been proven the world would be a better place if they didn't even exist. I 
wonder how mosquitoes feel about that. 
Mosquito. Do you think they are actually malicious, though? Little fiends snickering 
to themselves. "Oh boy, I can't wait to bother this person and watch them get annoyed 
when I refuse to leave them alone!" Do they know how we feel and embrace it? 
Mosquito. Or maybe they consider themselves in the right? They are who they are, and 
that's all they know, so it must be right. "I wonder why this person is being so mean to 
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me...I'm just doing what I know how to do...can't be helped." Never considered 
that, did you? 
Mosquito. I wonder if there has ever been a guilty mosquito? One that feels bad for 
what they are. "I know you hate me, and I can see why, I am awful. But, I'll die if I 
don't, so, can you forgive me?" Who are we to judge a mosquito for being a mosquito?
Mosquito. 
Marlboro Black, 
The color of his hair, and the jeep, 
And the f lavor of my first cigarette. 
You, little killing-stick, are not a killing-stick to me. 
Tonight, you are my hope.
With the spark of the lighter,
Set sail your course of cancerous killing, 
But you are a twinge of love and of longing. 
Because, ladies, when you want a chainsmoker to kiss you, 
You might as well take a drag because it will taste the same, 
And both things will eventually hurt you. 
You are not special, little cigarette, 
But neither is he,
And neither am I. 
However, in that moment, you are a christening,
A coming-of-age,
And a proclamation of love most unrequited. 
It is you they have named “addiction,”
But, little cigarette, 
He is the addiction. 
He is what I purchase with everything I have left when the craving for him comes. 
You are not my vice, little cigarette. 
 
When I drop you on the ground 
And crush you beneath the toe of my sneaker,
You will be gone. 
You are control, little cigarette. 
You are my way of saying,
“Boy, you cannot hurt me! 
Only I can hurt me.” 
Ode to My First Cigarette 
Kimberly Rye
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And I do. 
Little cigarette, this ode becomes an elegy.
I drop you on the ground.
I crush you beneath the toe of my sneaker. 
He is still here. 
heist 
Shannon Sweeney
i am a thief of affection
accustomed to stealing
what scraps i can
half-shared glances 
brushes of hands
but now
you gave me your heart in my hands
and not a single alarm has gone off 
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I’m not, I want to say. I am the same me as I was yesterday. I’d say that, but it’d be a lie. 
 
My days will run together in my memory. That’s what happens when you don’t sleep on 
a normal schedule. It may be Monday, but I’ll still be living my Sunday. I went a whole 
month without Mondays once. Concepts of “late” and “night” and “early” and “morning” 
don’t have much meaning to me anymore. The sun is at midday, but it’s still last night.
 
I am violently different day to day. A curse of my volatile mind. I am a slave to my every 
changing emotion. The will to work does not come every day. I set my sails, catching 
any wind my mind will offer. Some days are hurricanes. Some days are still.
 
Nothing changes. Every day I wake to my messy room. Every day I make the same 
promise to clean it. Every day I battle the same demons. The same insecurities. Every 
day I come home take my shoes off next to the couch, ignore the mess, promise I’ll 
clean tomorrow. 
My cousin tells me I don’t carry myself the same way as I used to. Twice a year I see 
him. Twice a year for two years, he’s told me I’ve developed my personhood. No longer 
a tadpole. Finally a frog. He’s just one year, eight months, and twenty-six days older 
than me. He’s the wisest person I’ve ever known. 
The little girl I was two years ago doesn’t exist anymore. Casualty of time, misery, and 
growing older. She was a sweet girl. Thought she was mature for her age. Maybe she 
was. She was a fool in love with her first love. She believed in forever. She didn’t know 
heartbreak. She never felt pain so bad she’d swallow bleach just to end it. She didn’t 
know the trauma of being forced to go to the hospital against her own will, from being 
mistaken as insane, from being caged like an animal. Our body had yet to betray us. 
Two years ago, I didn’t have as many scars.
I changed. Had people not told me, I might not have noticed. Two years, seven hundred 
some odd days. Not all change stems from trauma. I am not the same. I notice now.  
How am I different today than I was yesterday?
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I am twelve hours of new dreams different, four journal entries different, two brand new 
indie songs different, one hour practicing Shakespeare different, the last pizza slice different, 
three bathroom trips different, one text from Mom different.
How am I different today than I was yesterday? 
I don’t know. But I know I am. 
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Nothing changes. Every day I wake to my messy room. Every day I make the same 
promise to clean it. Every day I battle the same demons. The same insecurities. Every 
day I come home take my shoes off next to the couch, ignore the mess, promise I’ll 
clean tomorrow. 
My cousin tells me I don’t carry myself the same way as I used to. Twice a year I see 
him. Twice a year for two years, he’s told me I’ve developed my personhood. No longer 
a tadpole. Finally a frog. He’s just one year, eight months, and twenty-six days older 
than me. He’s the wisest person I’ve ever known. 
The little girl I was two years ago doesn’t exist anymore. Casualty of time, misery, and 
growing older. She was a sweet girl. Thought she was mature for her age. Maybe she 
was. She was a fool in love with her first love. She believed in forever. She didn’t know 
heartbreak. She never felt pain so bad she’d swallow bleach just to end it. She didn’t 
know the trauma of being forced to go to the hospital against her own will, from being 
mistaken as insane, from being caged like an animal. Our body had yet to betray us. 
Two years ago, I didn’t have as many scars.
I changed. Had people not told me, I might not have noticed. Two years, seven hundred 
some odd days. Not all change stems from trauma. I am not the same. I notice now.  
How am I different today than I was yesterday?
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I am twelve hours of new dreams different, four journal entries different, two brand new 
indie songs different, one hour practicing Shakespeare different, the last pizza slice different, 
three bathroom trips different, one text from Mom different.
How am I different today than I was yesterday? 
I don’t know. But I know I am. 
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